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To my dad, Stan Moneypenny,  
who passed away in 2007 before I was ever published.

As an avid reader himself, I know he’d be so proud.
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Blessed is the one who perseveres under trial 
because, having stood the test, that person 
will receive the crown of life that the Lord 

has promised to those who love him.

James 1:12
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1

January 1944

I need to speak to Dr. Henshaw. It’s an emergency.” 
Isabelle Wardrop stood on the front step of the 
Bennington Place Maternity Home, too filled with 

anxiety to even care about the frigid air that turned her harsh 
breaths into white puffs in front of her.

Pure adrenaline had driven her here, filling her with such 
purpose that she’d ignored the onslaught of snow that continued 
to swirl down at an alarming rate. If the storm didn’t let up by 
morning, the city would be socked in.

But the weather was the least of her worries at the moment.
“I’m afraid the doctor’s delivering a baby and can’t be dis-

turbed.” A timid pregnant woman glanced over her shoulder to 
the hallway beyond, as though hoping someone would material-
ize and come to her aid. But the house remained shrouded in an 
almost unnatural silence.

Isabelle shoved her way into the foyer. If she hadn’t been so 
desperate, she would never have acted with such uncharacteris-
tic rudeness. “I’m sorry, but my mother’s life is at stake. Surely, 
the midwife can manage the birth without him.” Isabelle didn’t 
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know everything about Dr. Henshaw, but she did know he worked 
alongside a midwife at Bennington Place, a home for unwed 
mothers. Surely the woman was capable of handling a birth alone. 
Tonight would have to be one of those times.

The young woman twisted her hands together over her ex-
tended belly. “Let me get Mrs. Reed or Mrs. Bennington. They’ll 
know more about the situation than I do.”

Isabelle forced a slow breath through her nose. “Thank you. 
I’d appreciate that.”

As soon as the girl disappeared from sight, Isabelle shot up 
the staircase to the second floor. She had no intention of wait-
ing for the maternity home’s matrons, who would undoubtedly 
try to placate her and send her away. She would find the doctor 
herself and make certain he understood the direness of the situ-
ation. As her mother’s physician, Dr. Henshaw was well aware of 
Monique Wardrop’s precarious health. It was his duty to come 
immediately and treat her.

Don’t worry, Mama. I won’t fail you. I promise.
Isabelle’s footsteps echoed through the upper hallway as she 

forged on, attempting to determine which room he might be in. 
When she came to a standstill in the hushed area, she heard a 
low moaning. She followed the sound to a room at the far end 
of the corridor, where a door stood ajar.

“That’s it, Miss O’Reilly. You’re doing fine.” Dr. Henshaw’s voice 
drifted out to Isabelle.

The tension in her chest eased slightly. It sounded like a routine 
delivery. Once the doctor understood the seriousness of Isabelle’s 
situation, he should have no issue leaving the laboring woman. 
Taking a deep breath, she pushed the door open and stepped 
into the room.

Right away the stench of ripe body odor assaulted her senses. 
She placed her gloved hand over her nose in an attempt to lessen 
its power and took in the scene before her.

A woman lay on the bed, a sheet covering the lower half of 
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her body. Dr. Henshaw and a short, plump woman stood at the 
foot of the bed, their heads bent together.

“It’s a breech birth, Mrs. Dinglemire.” The doctor’s tone was 
tense. “I’m going to need your help to turn the child.”

“Oh no.” The older woman shook her gray head. “I don’t think 
that’s a good idea.”

“We have no choice. We have to act now or we’ll lose them 
both.”

Isabelle’s heart started to pump harder. This didn’t sound 
promising. But she had no time for distractions. Her mother 
would die if the doctor didn’t get there soon.

“Dr. Henshaw.”
Her voice came out as not much more than a whisper, yet his 

head whipped up, his eyes widening in shock. “Miss Wardrop? 
What are you doing here?”

“You have to come at once, Doctor. My mother is dying.”
A series of emotions flashed over his features. Then sympathy 

bloomed in his hazel eyes as he moved closer. “I’m afraid that’s not 
possible,” he said in a low voice. “I’m in the middle of a dangerous 
delivery, and I can’t leave now. But once the baby is delivered—”

“It will be too late by then.” Her flat tone hung in the air. “Can’t 
the midwife handle it?”

“No, I’m afraid in this case she can’t.”
Mrs. Dinglemire came to join them. “This mother and baby 

are at high risk of perishing,” she said. “It will take a miracle to 
save them.”

Dr. Henshaw shifted slightly to block the midwife, his gaze 
never leaving Isabelle’s face. “If your mother’s condition is as dire 
as you believe, I’d suggest calling an ambulance to take her to the 
hospital. I’ll head there as soon as I’m finished here.”

“You know my mother will never allow me to do anything as 
crass as to call an ambulance. She trusts only you, Doctor.”

Dr. Henshaw exhaled and closed his eyes briefly. For a second, 
Isabelle almost thought he might be . . . praying.
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A loud cry from the bed drew his attention back to the woman 
in labor.

“I’m terribly sorry, Miss Wardrop.” He shook his head. “Please 
call an ambulance for your mother. I have to attend to my patient.” 
After a last regretful look, he returned to the bed.

Isabelle stood, every muscle screaming at her to do something 
more to change his mind. But she couldn’t come up with any 
incentive big enough to entice the doctor, except . . .

She jerked forward. “I’ll pay you one thousand dollars.” She 
almost flinched at the desperation saturating her voice.

As his head swiveled toward her, she knew she’d made a grave 
miscalculation.

His postured stiffened, his expression hardening. “Your family 
might be used to people doing their bidding, Miss Wardrop, but 
I will not compromise my principles for money.” He motioned to 
someone in the doorway behind her. “Olivia, would you please 
escort Miss Wardrop out?”

The laboring woman in the bed gave a terrible scream, sending 
goosebumps cascading down Isabelle’s spine. Before she could 
blink, a gentle hand grasped her elbow and guided her out into 
the hallway.

Isabelle’s footsteps faltered as a wave of resignation threat-
ened her composure. She’d never considered when she set out 
tonight that she might fail to get Mama the help she desperately 
needed. What should she do now? She had to do something, or 
her mother might not see morning’s light. Like it or not, she’d 
have to take Dr. Henshaw’s advice.

Isabelle squared her shoulders and turned to the woman be-
side her, undoubtedly one of the home’s matrons. “Would you 
be kind enough to call for an ambulance to 124 Chestnut Hill 
Road? My mother requires medical attention.”

“Of course. Right away.” The pretty Italian lady frowned. “Do 
you have a ride home, Miss Wardrop?”
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“Yes, thank you. My driver is waiting outside.” She clutched 
the handle of her handbag until her fingers ached. “I must go.”

“I’ll pray for your mother.”
“Thank you.” An unexpected rush of tears threatened to spill 

over Isabelle’s lashes.
Prayer might be the only thing that could save her mother now.

The sun had just made an appearance in the eastern sky by 
the time Mark left the maternity home. A beautiful sight, but 
it did little to temper the frigid air. Thankfully, the snow had 
stopped around midnight, so the streets were at least drivable. 
He dragged a hand across his eyes as though he could erase his 
weariness with one single swipe. He’d learned that Isabelle had 
asked Olivia to call an ambulance to the Wardrop estate, but 
when Mark spoke with a nurse at the hospital, he was told that 
the ambulance had come back empty. As Isabelle had predicted, 
Mrs. Wardrop refused to leave her home.

Now, as Mark headed to the upscale Rosedale neighborhood, 
he prayed that Isabelle had exaggerated her mother’s condition. 
He’d been treating the woman for stomach cancer for more than 
six months now and had been summoned to the house on several 
emergency calls. Most times, he was able to calm Mrs. Ward-
rop down and treat whatever symptom was plaguing her that 
day. However, from Isabelle’s frantic demeanor last night, Mark 
feared that Mrs. Wardrop could be on the downward slope of 
the dreaded disease.

The only good news in this whole miserable evening was that 
Mark had been able, with Mrs. Dinglemire’s assistance, to turn 
the baby and deliver it safely, and that despite the harrowing birth, 
the mother and child were in good condition.

He only prayed Mrs. Wardrop was doing as well.
Mark parked in the circular drive, made his way up the snow-  

covered walk to the front door of the family’s mansion, and gave 
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the brass knocker a hard rap. Soon after, the family’s house-
keeper opened the door.

“Good morning, Mrs. Barton. I’m here to see Mrs. Wardrop.”
Instead of her usual cheery greeting, the woman’s mouth re-

mained turned down. She went to speak but clamped her lips 
shut, her chin wobbling in a most uncharacteristic manner for 
the normally staunch woman.

Mark hesitated inside the doorway, a chill of foreboding rush-
ing through his already cold limbs.

“I’m afraid you’re too late, Doctor.” The woman gave a loud 
sniff and lifted a handkerchief to her nose. “She . . . she’s gone. 
She passed away just after midnight.”

All the air seemed to leak from his lungs. The adrenaline that 
had fueled him all night evaporated in an instant, leaving his 
legs as limp as overcooked noodles. He grasped the doorframe 
to steady himself. “But I saw her only two days ago. She was 
holding her own.” A rush of guilt slapped at his senses. He’d 
have noticed the signs of decline if she’d been nearing her time 
of death, wouldn’t he?

The sound of soft weeping drifted toward him, coming from 
the parlor to the right.

Isabelle!
His chest constricted painfully, almost as though a vise had 

tightened around him. She and her sister would be devastated by 
this loss. He had to see if there was anything he could do.

“Excuse me.” He crossed the tiled floor of the foyer and entered 
the parlor.

Isabelle sat on the tufted sofa, one arm around her younger 
sister, Marissa. Wisps of fair hair hung in disarray around Isa-
belle’s face, and her red- rimmed eyes were swollen.

Uncertainty rooted his feet to the carpet. This was a private 
moment of grief, one he had no right to intrude upon. Yet, after 
his frequent house calls to treat Mrs. Wardrop over the past six 
months, he’d grown closer to Isabelle, and as a friend, he felt 
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the need to offer her comfort or, at the very least, his sincere 
condolences.

“Isab— Miss Wardrop. I’m so very sorry for your loss.” He took a 
few more halting steps forward until her glare froze him to the spot.

She set Marissa away from her and rose as regal as a princess. 
“You have some nerve showing up here now.”

Her scathing words struck him with the force of a blow. “I 
said I’d come as soon as I’d delivered the baby. . . .” He trailed off, 
realizing the futility of his words.

Her blue eyes darkened to navy. “Well, as you can see, you’re 
too late.” Despite the biting words, her lips trembled. “If you’d 
have come when I asked, my mother would still be alive. I hope 
you can live with that knowledge.”

His spirits plummeted, the truth of her words convicting 
him. Perhaps he could have done something to stabilize Mrs. 
Wardrop if he’d come when summoned, but in reality, it would 
only have prolonged the inevitable. And if he’d left his patient at 
Bennington Place, she and the babe would surely have died. He 
scrubbed a hand over his eyes. This was the worst part of being 
a physician— having to make life- and- death decisions that could 
ultimately backfire.

Isabelle marched past him to the hallway. “Mrs. Barton, kindly 
show Dr. Henshaw out. And make sure he knows he’s not wel-
come here again.”

Mark tried to clear his head and think logically. “Where is your 
father?” Shouldn’t the man be here comforting his daughters, 
making sure they were all right? Marissa was only seventeen, 
for heaven’s sake.

“He’s meeting with the undertaker. Not that it’s any of your 
concern since Mama is no longer your patient.”

Mark glanced past her stiff figure to Mrs. Barton standing sen-
tinel by the front door. He realized then that he hadn’t even taken 
time to remove his hat or overshoes. The housekeeper opened 
the door and gave him a pointed look.
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His heavy heart sank even further. With little choice, he 
headed to the door, where he turned back one last time. “If you 
need anything at all, Miss Wardrop, please know that I am at 
your service.”

She raised her chin to meet his gaze with a hard stare. “After 
last night, I doubt we’ll need anything from you ever again.”
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